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My comrades! My allies! 
My soldiers! My friends! 


United we stand 

Here in front of the gorge — 
They tried hard to split us, 
But did not succeed! 


I called on God’s help 

In the dead of the night — 

But I may be wrong, 

And God may be gone, 

And luck may have left us for long or for good, 
And we may be headed for damage and death. 
But still, we have faith, 

And in God we may trust, 

For faith is a trust, 

And a strange kind of hope — 

A butterfly’s wings in the late autumn sun, 
The budding green leaves on a tree felled and dead, 
A temperate day in a winter of frost — 


And so, my good friends, 
Together let’s cry: 
“United we stand 

And in God we do trust!” 


Lucanus — my brave! 

I can see you have doubts — 

But this I do say to both him and to you: 
We shall all be cast into the uncertain void — 
Is it not better to face the doubt now? 


If luck lets us down, 


Then we do only die, 

And this we do know; 

That sooner or later, the Lady of Death 

Will arrive at our bed and there kiss our lips blue — 
Is it not better to die standing tall? 


Do you hear me, my soldiers? 
Together let’s cry — 

Yes, together, let’s call: 
“United we stand 

And in God we do trust!” 


Scapula — my son! 

I can see you are thinking of wine and warm nights, 
But no drinks and no meetings do last very long, 
And soon the whole feasting is but a far dream, 

So why not choose glory instead of delight? 


And this I do say to the man in you all: 


For a while all the best in the life here on Earth 
Shall be ours to enjoy and to hold in our grasp, 

As we ride towards judgment with flags in the air, 
And with Rome, the Eternal, held firm in our gaze — 


Old friendships, new prospects, excitement and hope, 
The bond between brothers, the splendor and gold, 
The knowledge that all may yet take the best turn, 
And that God may yet favor our host and our prayers — 


And then, those few hours shall outlast all the hills; [hour — one syllable] 
It shall burn like a fire in the minds of the bards; [fire — one syllable] 
And in the good hearts of all decent, strong men 

Of the ages and eons that have not been born! 


So don your gray armor and clasp your sharp knives, 
And cross this wild river with cheer and with smiles — 
We all have a date with the Lady of Fate, 

And we might as well find her before she finds us! 


Now let’s raise our voices 

And make the soil shake! 

The City Eternal is calling on us, 

So let us reply with a roar and a cry: 
“United we stand 

And in God we do trust!” 


Yes, united we stand 

Here on Rubicon’s banks, 

And united we’ll be 

Till the pendulum strikes at the moment of doom, 
And the walls and the seals are all broken apart — 
Or a stillness and silence embraces us all 

And all that we are and all things that exist 

Shall fade and descend into nights of unknown. 


Look, my good allies! The day will soon break 
Above the white columns upholding our world! 
Perhaps they shall tumble and crush on the ground, 
Perhaps not a thing of what culture has made 

Shall be left to bear witness to Romulus’ Race, 

But for just a while in the far reach of time, 

A moment is ours, and that moment is now! 

Shall we seize it or leave it to rot in the past? 


Messala, my wise one, 
You told me their power is too great to take on, 
And I know that you are not afraid but astute — 


But no seedling could grow to the height of an oak 
If the winds from the sky made it waver and halt, 
And no ship could cross seas if it waited for calm, 
So this I do say to both him and to you: 

Is it not better to challenge their force, 

Than to languish in shadows 

Or rot on a beach? 


If luck lets us down, 

Then we do only die, 

So come, all my friends, 

Let the eagles and standards have shine in the sun, 
Let the wind flutter freely in feathers and manes, 
Let the dust of the plains fill the air with a blaze, 
And let glory be now 

And forever today! 


Yes, come, all my friends, 
Let the past rest in peace 
And stop mourning the lost — 
Raise your eyes to a life 

That may yet prove a truth, 
And then join me and smile 


As I ride with my gaze on the city of Rome; 
On the city upholding the world that we know, 
Where we may still have either nothing or all! 


True, it may be 

We are destined to fall and to never awake, 

And to spill our red blood in the green of the grass, 
But still, there is hope 

That we may live to win, 

And to harvest the fruits 

Of our valiant deeds, 

If we cry with belief 


That united we stand 
And in God we do trust! 


You call me a Caesar, 
I shall call you the same, 
If you ride with me now! 


So let’s hear you sing 

For a final good time: 

“United we stand 

And in God we have trust, 

Until this old world is devoured and gone, 

Or the bells of our triumph start ringing in Rome! 


Now come, let us ride 

With our gaze on that city undying and white, 
Feel the rush of your blood, 

Hear the wind in your ears, 

Share in friendship and hardship 

Till judgment arrives — 

I won’t ask you again. 


My friends — 
Alea iacta etst! 
Alea iacta etst! 


Alea iacta etst! 


(This late-night dabbling in poetry earned me the instant and irrevocable ostracism of one 
of my acquaintances, who was unable to deal with the sentiment it expressed — even 
though that very sentiment is the reason why we are here, and are who we are, today.) 


